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DOBLE Mh ASB 


A mask of wanting twofold 


envelopes this regal love 
simply spellbornd 
and surrounded 


am ], veason robbed 


The first a throning porple weave 


endelving; me within its seams 
intricate wepors one web 
our corners spread and 


errabellished in serenity 
On another , thousl, the dark wiust fall 


for ] withdrav 
in fear of deadhy venom 
Gut escape assumes atrocities 


ths pee one 


TD wast aabynrit my sanction 


Danea . 
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SAN 


Ne into the arms of 









Each day a porthole opens 
and life presses you through, 
Your eyes catch the horizon 


as the ultimate wave 



























se 


Ni 







sends you crying 
e) up the landing 
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The Great Journey. 
Propelled by a powerful wind, 
Your vessel is beckoned 

Sedking 0 piece to test the deep waters. 

of the Grand Design, 

you dream of how 

you will hold 

in your left palm the spirit, 


in your right the vessel. ar sail cad 


your lines set free... 


Life comes to you, 
Encompasses your being 


with an aura of the circle 


that life offers, 
bringing together 
all you have waited for... 


two ends meets. 


Jodi S. Davis 








Redefining Deity 


Search 
with me my sisters. 
The hunt is upon us; 
not far are we from breaking 
through to our motherload. 


Gone 
_ are slivers of broken glass 
from slippers of forgotten past. 
We have awakened! We are alive! 
_ We need no knights on horseback to survive. 


Come 
dance with me, fellow soul seekers 
to answer the call of the timber wolf. 
Diana will be smiling 
as we circle her ring of candles. 





Kristie Hackett 














Hell's Gate 


Onyx knob twists 
Blue steeled bars 
Gape open 
Caress 
Souls long for torture 





Crimson flames sting 
Lick 
Smooth 


Foul sweat drips 
Blooded walls 
Hardened Prisoners 
Shame 
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Master 
Black bidding 
Thrust and groan 
Gray matter 


Murder 
Long stopped heart . GR 
Yearns aft BIKGS 
Gates slam shut ‘ GO 


Eternal night 
Eternal Death 


Emmy Ebanks 

















The Bell Jar 


Surrounded by walls of glass, 

The lid is quickly twisted shut 

I try to question why 

But no matter how hard there's no reply 


The leader sits back in his chair 

With his remote control and well-groomed hair 

I watch through the glass as he programs his men 
On this torn and unrelenting land 


Breath is quickly fading, 

| scream out loud to be free 

He looks over with a menacing grin 

And says "There's nothing left for you to see” 


I'm running endless circles now, 
My life's become a mess 

I've done the systems dirty work 
And he made sure it was my best 


I haye to run, I have to fly 

He is laughing, I'm gonna cry 

The glass is cold under my feet 
I'm losing strength, becoming weak 


The ice glass cracks beneath my hands, 
I only hit and thrash on 

Warm blood makes rivers down hands, 
He's laughing as | carry on 


My life is draining quickly 
From the freshly cut wounds 

I can already hear the humming 
From the world of lost tombs 


I lay in the jar, 

In the pool of my life 
Bright crimson, red 

A fight without strife 


lam a specimen 
Trapped in a jar 
In this glass tomb 
I cannot go far. 


Kimberly Latimer 





Elija Touching My Face 





The cold white shape 

on the table by your bed 
reminds me that 

you don’t like it when 

I call your pieces "statues." 


With your pale hands 
you made the marble smooth 
you could not make it warm. 


Now 

you are massaging my face 
with those same hands 

to get rid of my headache 





And I close my eyes and imagine 
I am a piece of marble 
and you are giving me 
features, 

form. 








Late Spring 


The redbird's wise. Although it's cold, 


He sings against a sapphire sky, 
And summons you with notes of gold. 


He knows you'll come, and so do I. 


Alice Duxbury 









































































































Depression 


‘Cloaked in darkness 

she is completely at home. 

Anger and isolation 

her comrades af arms. 

pleasure and delight 

her arch enemies, 

asshe struggles i  t—<“—~s o* 
to take control of me. 
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Jeff Dethuin 
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Seduction 
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ugly and alone again 
within the cage 
you've made me 
hate 

skin crawling with 
invisible insects 







stinging 

an infinity of smeared lips 

crack into black and 
bloody grins 

dripping, with sarcasm ~ | 

foy in 

abusing the captive 


gnarled fingers beckon 
scraping bone against 
impenetrable bars 

kept within the confines 
of psychosis 

mirrors shatter 

glass in crippled feet 


nerves exposed and humming, 
backs turn 


laughing, 
they say you 
like rabbits 


M. Grabill § 
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an introduction to doctrine, 
revisited 


Before definitions and theories, 
before knowledge and history, 
a child was born to woman. 


The artist, wisemen and mystics 
erected representations of her 


The Earth Mother 
The Life Giver 
The Creator 


huge breasts and matronly hips 
a belly full with life 


AND THEN 


A brief period of equality. 
Across the globe, a uniting of the sexes. 
A spectacle of 
the most noble traits of humankind. 
An explanation of 
nature and human design. 


Through the acts of deities, 
the human race learns. 


But the heavens are crowded, 
[litem exexeye) (cee be (eet m 


Another story is born. 


... The Earth Mother dies in delivery... 
Her son, now His son. 


His word sweeps the land. 

A Cleansing fire. 
Incomplete in its destruction, 
continuously burning. 

An inexhaustible fuel flaring, 
when old ways are remembered. 


Intolerance its excuse 
to wage war, 
to kill innocents. 


TODAY 


The religions of the world 
.$0 diversified... 
attempt to relate 

identical messages. 


A-security gathered 
from a scapegoat. 


The inability to recognize 
ones Own worth. 


TOMORROW 


Will we realize 
The sacredness of inherited personality? 
latuire's gift given intelligence? 
The temple of the mind?. 
Will we awaken? ~~ 


Will we no longer need 
an ontside force to inhibit: 
our reactions, our actions? 
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We could beconie 




















Beyond These Tower Walls 


Qp in my room on a colorless dap 

S lived a hundred lives 

Behind locked doors J traveled the world 
@ soldier, a sailor, a scholar, a spp 


FElpths and legends formed a tower around me 

A shield from the voices outside 

The laughter and amusement of the world below me 
The young and the gifted, the strong and the wise 


FJ longed to descend from my cold and grim chamber 
But a territle sentry circled round it 

A shimmering dragon with talons of steel 

Whose hideous wings would pound it 


Each day J heard the parade passin by 
The laughter and mirth like a choir 

But when Pd peer out from mp tower above 
The dragon would vomit forth fire 


Until one day J read of a bop 

Who felled his mightiest for 

With nothing but valor and a single smooth stone 
He gave me the courage to grow 


And seeing myself in that poung shepherd bop 
XJ called for the dragon to rise 

And when he reared his scalp black head 

J blinded his burning red epes 


Sreceeching in pain he circled the skp 
Trailing tendrils of noxious black smoke 
He gave one last roar of furious pain 
And drowned in mp castle’s deep moat 


And fashioning a ladder from my mypratd books 
XJ climbed down from mp lofty stone tower 
Landing on grassy green fields of hope 
Delivered through knowledge and power 


Tom Mannarino 
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ple Caos etrayer 


Wiisguised by day, the alleys stage 
To eectives the child te stay at play 
Tecyond the hour of twilight’s ray 


“The purest prey te be conveyed 
“Jo the Peetrayer 


“The alley dons a shroud of black 
S565 dark the shadows cannot cast 
CA ccowplice iw exacting deeds 


Se satisfy infernal needs 
CSF the Ebctrayer 


CA can lid clangs - the bolting cat 
Coan swell infection - hear it spat 
CAt nexieus air - thick and clese 





C2 hoking breath to appease AHell’s heat - 


<The first EKbctrayer 


<The gnarled limbs of spellbound trees 


Stalk the victim, then besiege 
With knetted Fingers boring Flesh 
Flucking life From tender breast 
Der the eretrayer 


Lorri Barefoot 
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Faces | 


The house smelled old. 

Old hands settled between the cracks. 
Old bent over the housetop 

and called itself a roof. 

Old etched its feet 

in the creaking floors 

Old steps led to old curtains | 
starved by years of collected dust, 
weakened by drapes of sunlight. 
Faded between the folds. | 
And in the room, : 
this living room, 

homage is paid to the dead. 





On tops of tens of 

whatnot stands, on top of 

the player piano no longer player. 
no longer played, 

on top of the television 

on top of the television. 

on top of the backs of couches, 
resting on waves of faded lace, 
generations and degrees of faces, 
Faces couched in glass picture frames, 
some cracked, 

some without backs. 








Patricia Johnson 
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MIDNIGHT AMBIGUITY 


“WELL. HOW DO YOU FEEL ABOUT ABORTION?” 
ASKS MY NEW LOVER AFTER LATEX DISASTER 
AND BELATED FULL MOON. 


DOES HE MEAN HAND-NUMBING NIGHTS 

OF LETTER WRITING SISTERS 

PLEADING POLITICIANS PLEASE 

CHOOSE CHOICE? 

HOLDING WOMEN AND THEIR PARTNERS 

CLOSE TO MY BODY PROTECTING AS 

SELF PROCLAIMED EVANGELISTS STANDING UNDER GOD 
STONING CLINIC-BOUND AMERICANS WITH PLASTIC EMBRYOS? 
MARCHING ARM IN ARM WITH MY COMARADS 

CHANTING UNDER OUR NATIONAL PHALLIC SYMBOL 

MEN WOMEN CHILDREN CHRISTIAN PAGAN 

SURE 

EMPOWERED 

DETERMINED 

OF NEVER GOING BACK? 


OR IS HE REFERRING TO MY DAY 
OF INTERNAL ISOLATION 
NUMEED IN A WAITING ROOM BATTLING NAUSEA 
TWENTY TERRIFIED TOO YOUNG? 
FREEZING WHITE WALLS SHIVERING 
COUNTERED BY WARMTH OF NURSE SOOTHING 
STROKING MY HAND RHYTHMICALLY BACK AND FORTH 
(NEVER AGAIN--NEVER AGAIN--NEVER AGAIN)? 
VALIUM , MY VEINS STINGING 
FAINT SOUNDS OF A FRICATIVE MOTOR SUCKING 
POTENTIAL SOFT WARMTH OF KIN OUT OF MY WOMB? 
RECOVERING MY UTERUS SHRINKING 
SPE CONTRACTION IMPRESSING, MAKING ME 

U 
EMPOWERED 
DETERMINED 
OF NEVER GOING BACK? 


"| FEEL STRONGLY.” 
{ SAY AS [| TAKE HIS HAND 
AND SILENTLY PRAY TO HEPA. 


DEVYN KERR 























take this Longing 


many men have loved the Bells 
you fastened to the reign 
ano everyone who wanted you 
they found what they wiLL always want again 
your Beauty Lost to yourself 
ob take this Longing From my tongue 
ano all the useless things these hanos have vone 
Let me see your Beauty BRoken OCOWNn 
Like you would 0oO 
for one you Love 


your Body Like a searchlight 
my poverty revealed 
1 would Like to try your charity until you cRy 
now you must try My greeo 
ano everything Cepenos on how near you sleep to 
me 
gust take this Longing From my tongue 
and all the Lonely things these hands have vone 
Let me see your Beauty Broken Down 

Like you would OO 
for one you Love 


hungry as an archway 
through which the troops have passeo 
{ stand In the ruins Behind you 
with your winter clothes 
your Broken sanoal straps 
{Love to see you naked OVER there 
especially, From the Back 
oh take this Longing From my tongue 
ano all the useless things the hands have oone 
untie me your bireo Blue gown 
Like you would 0oO 
for one you Love 


your faithful to the setter man 
{ m afralio that he aust left 
so Let me audge your Love affair 
in this very Room 
where { have sentenced mine to veath 
1 LL never wear the Laurel leaves 
that be s shaken From his heao 
gust take this Longing From my tongue 
and all the useless things these hands have oone 
Let me see your Beauty Broke ocown 
Like you would 0O FoR one you love 
Like you would Oo FoR one you love 


Brent Schultz 














: gour make-up Lies 


praise ano bomage 


us who can only Be | 
cRayola copies of your 
light tricks. _ 


we create our oun olsease FOR you 
to support your image ano 
we starve ourselves 


to strive to your spaghetti doatscline. 


you enlighten us to new CORPORATE 
color comsBinations ano FaBrRics 

so we can comply to their 

myopic visions. 


you waxen inoustrial 

tool/toy 

watch the Cevout as 

those with money to eat 

pay FoR monstrous oeconstruction 


to the temple where your 
icon hangs. 


you, god, Be Damned FOR 
Booy ts truth ano 
your make-up Lies. 





we perpetuate your model myths of perfection; 


Brent Schultz 













































































Learning to Die 
By: Michele Mercer 


As Corey laid in bed alone, the pain 
in her back was worsening. She slowly 
rolled over and picked up the bottle of: 
pills that was sitting on her night stand 
next to her alarm clock. She was still 
half asleep; but after a brief struggle with 
the pill bottle, she was able to open it. 
She took out two pills and looked at them 
for just a moment before placing them 
carefully on her tongue. She could 
remember a time when she could barely 
swallow a pill without gagging; now she 
didn't even need water to wash them 
down. 

It was nearly six o'clock and Corey 
knew that Susan would be there soon. 
She wasn't thrilled about Susan coming 
over to check up on her all the time, but 
she had to admit that she enjoyed the 
company. Besides, Susan was making 
her favorite dish for dinner, stuffed 
shells. Although her appetite wasn't 
what it used to be, the thought of stuffed 
shells still made her mouth water. 

As Corey lay there, she knew that she 
would have to get out of bed before 
Susan showed up. After all, she didn't 
want Susan to think that she had just 
been laying in bed all day like some 
helpless child. 

Corey tried to sit up slowly, but the 
pain in her back was unbearable. She 
relaxed for just a minute before trying 
again. Once more, the pain was too 
much. "Dammit Corey, get up," she said 
to herself angrily. She struggled for a 
few more minutes before she heard the 
doorbell ring. "Oh shit," she whispered 
as she finally sat up slowly and 


painfully. She paused for just a moment 
on the edge of her bed while she caught 
her breath. She had been in a great deal 
of pain since the cancer spread to her 
spine, and even the simplest of tasks now 
grew more difficult every day. 

. She stood up, facing herself in the 
mirror, quickly gripped one of the 
scarves off her dresser and wrapped it 
around her head, tying it in the back. 
She looked at herself for a brief moment 
and turned away. She couldn't help it’ --- 
every time she looked in the mirror, she 
still expected to see a beautiful, young 
woman with a full head of strawberry 
blond hair and an attractive figure. 
Instead, she was faced with the ghastly 
figure of a woman she did not even 
know; a woman of a sickly 98 pounds, 
only one breast, and a sparse and 
partially bald head. 

As she walked down the hallway in 
her flannel nighty, she was greeted by 
her Siamese cat, Cleopatra, who stood 
stretching on the long wooden table 
where she had been sleeping most of the 
day. Corey stopped to pet her, "Hi Cleo, 
how you doin’, girl?" Just then the 
doorbell rang again. "Just a minute Suz," 
she said as she made her way past the 
kitchen and into the living room. 

As she came to the door, she peered 
through the peep hole. Then, she 
unlocked the door to let her sister in. 
Susan greeted Corey with a bag of 
groceries and a warm smile. 

"So, how's my favorite sister today?” 
Susan asked lightheartedly. 

"Great. Come on in," Corey replied, 
smiling faintly as she opened the door 
wider to let Susan in. 








Susan walked into the kitchen and 
laid the bag of groceries down on the 
counter. Corey followed her into the 
kitchen and noticed that Cleo was out of 
cat food. Corey bent over slowly and 
tried not to look as though she was in. 
pain as she opened the cabinet and 
reached for the cat food. 

"Don't worry about it, Sis, " Susan 
said as she bent down and grabbed the 
bag of cat food out of the cabinet, "I've 
got it.” 

Corey snapped at Susan angrily, "For 
Christ's sake Susan I'm not an invalid." 

Susan looked at her sister softly and 
smiled, “I know you're not Corey, I'm 
sorry.” 

Corey set the table slowly, trying to 
bend as little as possible without looking 
rigid. Susan entered the dining room 
with a large bowl of salad and garlic 
bread. She then disappeared and 
reentered with a pan of hot stuffed shells. 

"It smells great Suz." 

"T thought you'd like it, you always 
loved mom's." 

"Yeah," Corey replied sadly as she 
looked down at her empty plate. 

Their mother had died six years ago 
of cancer. She lived with the disease for 
nearly two years before she finally 
passed away at the age of 53. She was a 
strong and independent woman until she 
was afflicted with the debilitating disease 
that eventually killed her. The girls 
stood by their mother as her condition 
worsened, and they cared for her until 
the day she died. 

“Listen, Corey, I wanted to talk to 
you about...well...maybe moving in with 
me, just you and Cleo. What do you 
say?" 





"Suz, we've had this conversation 
before. I don't need your help, I can take 
care of myself.” 

"Look, I know you're proud, but you 
have to face it Corey, you're getting 
weaker; that's nothing to be ashamed of, 
not with me, I understand.” 

Corey began to get angry with her 
sister and said defensively, "You don't 
understand anything, Susan. I don't need 
your help, I'm doing fine.” 

"Who are trying to convince Corey, 
me or yourself. I mean for crying out 
loud, you could hardly feed the cat in 
there a minute ago.” 

Corey threw down her napkin and 
looked at her sister, "I said I'm doing 
fine; I don't need a Goddamn baby sitter. 
Now drop it!" 

"I wish I could Corey, I really do. I 
just remember what mom went through." 
- "Well I'm not mom!" Corey said as 

she got up from the table fighting back 
her tears. She made her way down the 
hallway and into her bedroom, slamming 
the door. 

Susan sat there for a moment trying to 
gather her thoughts. She knew that 
Corey needed her now, but she also 
knew that Corey would never admit that. 
Corey was always the strong one, the one 
who always took care of everyone else, 
especially her and mom. Susan laid her 
napkin on the table and followed her 
sister to her room. She stood at the door 
and knocked. Then, after a brief pause, 
she opened the door and entered. 

Corey was sitting in her rocking chair 
looking out the window. She was still 
dressed in her flannel nighty and had a 
tissue in her hand as though she had been 
crying. Susan looked at her in 














amazement and for the first time realized 
how much Corey now looked like their 
mother. 

"T'm sorry Corey, I didn’t mean to 
make you mad. I just wanted to help." 

"I know you didn't," Corey answered 
softly, "I shouldn't have blown up like 
that." 

Susan walked over to where her sister 
sat and kneeled down on the floor next to 
her. 

"I know you're trying to help, Suz, 
and I appreciate it, [really do. But I 
can't...I can't do that to you, not again." 
Corey's voice was cracking between 
words. 

"Corey I want to help you. I wanna 
be there for you the way we were for 
mom." 

Corey looked into her sister's deep 
blue eyes, "Do you remember how mom 
was before she died?" 

Susan's eyes fell to the floor quietly, 
"Yeah, I remember." 

"She was weak, and frail, and 
helpless. I remember...she looked at me 
one time and she said I'm sorry...I'm 
sorry that I've become such a burden on 
you and your sister. I never meant for 
this to happen.” I told her that she wasn't 
a burden, but I lied. She was a burden, 
and deep down inside I resented her for 
it. I resented her for being so weak, so 
dependent. I swore I would never...never 
be like that, and look at me now." 

Susan looked up at her sister and saw 
that she was crying. Susan rose to her 
feet and held her sister in her arms, and 
they cried together for the first time since 
their mother had died. 

It was now about ten o'clock and 
Susan had gone home for the evening. 


Corey stood at her dresser looking at her 
naked body in the mirror. She stood 
there for several minutes. She noticed 
every detail of herself. Her ribs were 
showing, and she looked almost like a 
skeleton; kind of ironic considering that 
she had always figured that she could 
stand to lose about ten pounds. Her right 
breast was replaced with surgical scars, 
and she had tiny pin-mark tattoos on her 
body from the radiation therapy. 

Corey began to reflect on her mother's 
death. She remembered how sad she was 
when Susan came running into her 
bedroom in tears with the news; but she 
remembered something else as well, she 
remembered how relieved she was that 
her mother was finally done fighting. 
she used to think that her mother had 
become so weak; and now, for the first 
time, she realized just how strong her 
mother had really been. 

She ran her fingers over the scars on 
her chest and smiled sadly. She had not 
taken her pain medication in several 
hours and the pain in her back was 
almost unbearable. What had happened 
to her? Who was that person that looked 
back at her from the mirror? She didn't 
know anymore. 

Corey grabbed her robe off of the 
chair and walked into the kitchen. She 
got a glass from the shelf and filled it 
with water from the faucet. She then 
walked back into her bedroom and sat on 
the edge of her bed next to her night 
stand. She picked up the bottle of pills 
that sat next to her alarm clock and 
carefully examined it. She opened the 
bottle slowly and poured several pills 
into her hand. She looked at the pills for 
just a second before flinging them into 


























her mouth. She quickly took a drink of 
water and poured the rest of the pills into 
her hand. She repeated the motion and 
set the empty pill bottle and the glass of 
water on the night stand. 

She then got up from her bed and 
walked over to her desk which stood in 
the corner of her bedroom. She sat down 
and pulled a piece of stationary and a 
cross pin from the top drawer. She 
began to write; 


Dear Suz: 

Please forgive me for what I have 
done. I know that you will never 
understand it, but at least try to accept it. 
Every day that passes becomes harder 
and harder for me to deal with. I see 
myself becoming more and more 
helpless, and I can't stand it any longer. I 
won't allow myself to become a burden 
on you, you've been through too much as 
itis. I've fought this disease for over a 
year now and I just don't have any fight 
left in me anymore. For so long I've 
pretended to be so strong and so 
independent, but now I realize that I am 
too weak to go on. Please try to 
understand that this life has become too 
painful for me, perhaps the next one will 
be easier. I'm sorry. 


Tlove you, 
C. 
P. S. Please take good care of Cleo. 


Corey got up and walked over to her 
bed and lay down. Cleo came up to her 
and laid on her stomach purring. Corey 
felt her lip tremble and a single tear run 
down her cheek. "Hi, Cleo, how are you 
doin' girl," she said as she lay there 








petting her cat softly on the head. She 
wondered if she had made the right 
decision, but she'd never know. What 
she did know though was that she was 
more afraid of living than she was of 
dying, and for the first time in her life, 
she had been honest with herself about 
her feeling. 


Ivory Hiaku 
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Vincent Betz 

















The Sea Creeps to Pillage 
By: Kimberly Latimer 


"Take cover, it's another bomb!" 
Oglethorpe shouts over the terrifying . 
sounds of destruction. Emily, with her 
clear, innocent blue eyes and blonde 
locks flying through the air runs to her 
forest. She is panting, breathless from all 
the running and dodging of the bullets of 
rain that accompany each war. 

She runs to her forest, her refuge from 
the wrath. In the forest she is safe -- a 
place where the sun shines down and 
flowers bloom, spreading enchanted 
scents so that birds may come to nest in 
the thick leaves which cover the trees 
like blankets. There are vast fields of 
bright green grass, fresh with morning 
dew. The sky is painted in shades of 
blue. The cobblestone path is bordered 
by soft flowers whose light scents fill the 
air. Only in this forest can Emily create 
life. This wide-eyed child who fills her 
head with beautiful, enchanted lands 
creates the beauty of this land which 
lives in her head, and only in this land 
can she find peace. 

Emily walks over to the gate where 
Oglethorpe is standing, guarding her 
from the other side. 

"Why must they always seek me out? 
Why am I the one who is wanted so 
badly to be gone from that wretched 
place where the Dragon lives?" The 
child asks in a hushed tone. 

"This, my child, is because you have 
been accused of committing the evil 
crimes. You have danced with the 
Dragon in your sleep and the gods have 
watched you dream. They have seen 
how you run from Fear. They think you 


are running from guilt. You are the 
jagged edge that pierces their side when 
the shadows in the night collide. Emily, 
these gods have no mercy." 

Confused and unknowing, Emily 
walks over to the pond. She looks deep 
into its majestic blue. She looks at her 
reflection, into the blue eyes, hardened 
like glass. Oglethorpe, the Protector, 
comes to her. "There is a speck of light 
that burns like a flame on your abyssal 
plain. I can see the tiny flames 
struggling to breathe. Emily, here you 
must make a choice. You must choose to 
feed the flame or to let it die in 
suffocation. You can live with the 
Dragon in his world, or you can set 
yourself free from him and the gods who 
haunt your soul.” 

Oglethorpe then faded into the 
shadows of the great oak tree. He was 
always doing such things, fading in and 
out of the dancing shadows. Emily sits 
on a stone in the center of the stage. She 
is the only actor in this passion play, 
alone and confused. She closes her eyes 
and when they are open more, she sees 
the Dragon approaching her. She tries to 
close her eyes but they are stuck, frozen 
in time. 

The Dragon walks towards her bed, a 
sinister shadow in the night. He silently 
slips through the bars of the cage in 
which Emily lay, inviting himself to lay 
next to her small, shadow-like body. Her 
eyes, too stiff to wander, stare blankly at 
the beast of a man which lay before her. 
Soon she feels his body pressed against 
her small frame, heavy like the 
atmosphere trying to squeeze her breath 
out. Back in the forest she can hear the 
gods laughing at her in disgust. She can 














hear their shrill voices whispering lies. 
Such are the sounds of water rapidly 
turning, encircling the pond, the evil 
sound of laughter. 

Emily is lying on the grass, crying. 
She thinks that it's her fault that the 
Dragon sneaks into her cage at night. 
Oglethorpe is standing above her. 

"The gods have found you out. They 
have found your haven here in this make 
believe head of yours and do not like it. 
But now I must ask you, have you made 
your decision? Have you decided to live 
in darkness or to ride the waves of the 
sea and be free?" 

In a small, pleading voice, Emily 
cried, "But Oglethorpe, you are the gate 
keeper, the great Protector. You must 
show me the path to follow." 

"Emily you are the player here. Only 
you can create a path. This is your 
world. I am here guarding the gates 
because you have chosen me as your 
protector. Now you must choose again. 
You will create the outcome." 

With that, Oglethorpe dissolves into 
the shadows once again. Emily is crying 
like she has never cried before. Her once 
hardened eyes become soft and 
vulnerable. She closes them and drifts 
off into Sleep. 

When she awakens she is in bed, in 
the box like structure called Home. The 
Dragon is not there, but she can smell 
him on her skin. 

She silently wanders into the other 
room where she finds the Dragon, 
breathing smoke, behind the newspaper. 
Hoping to go unnoticed, she tip toes by 
him. "Good morning Emily,” he 
breathes fiercely. "Looks like its just 
gonna be me and you today. Your old 


lady had to work." He gives a menacing 
grin and then softens at Emily's obvious 
fear. 

"So, what do you wanna do today, 
honey? Ya wanna go and get some pretty 
new dresses to show Mommy what a 
nice guy Jack is?" 

"You're not anice guy! Youre a..." 
Emily quickly stifles herself as her 
mother's boyfriend stares her in the eye, 
smiling his sinister grin. 

"Don't plan on going far today 
Emily," he says firmly. "We have a lot 
of things that have to be done, and you 
know exactly what I mean. AND YOU 
LOVE IT!!!" 

A single tear forms at the corner of 
her right eye. She does know what J ack 
means. She turns away and slowly walks 
out the screen door. Before closing it 
behind her, she looks back at the Dragon. 
He is glaring at her with certainty and 
she feels his malevolent eyes tearing 
through her like a blunted knife. 

Outside she walks over to the swing 
which hangs from an oak tree. Clutching 
the ropes on both sides, she hops onto 
the thick wooden board. She closes her 
eyes tightly as she sways in the wind. 
She is thinking about the times when her 
mother sat on this same swing with her 
and told her stories. The mother stopped 
reading stories once the Dragon came to 
live with them. 

Emily is in the forest now. But it is 
not her beautiful and enchanted land any 
longer. It is cast in hues of gray, where 
the soft, colorful flowers once stood. 
Looking to the sky, there were now dark 
dry weeds, looking to the black dirt 
which now covered the ground. The 











grass was no longer a bright green but 
more of a decrepit gray. 

Tears run down her face as she goes 
over to the pond. She looks into it, 
hoping to see its sparkling blue, but 
instead all she sees is black. Utter 
darkness. 

Emily calls for Oglethorpe. Even as 
she is standing there, the forest is 
becoming darker and darker. The 
flowers and trees are pleading for a drop 
of sunlight. Oglethorpe's voice echoes in 
the dark ash sky. "It is time, young one. 
The Dragon has violated you one too 
many times and now your world is 
dying. You must choose Emily. You 
must choose..." His voice trails off until 
it is no longer audible. 

Emily can here the gods chanting. 
Their voices are haunting as they sing of 
lies, accusing her of false crimes. She is 
on her swing and the Dragon is calling 
her. 

"Emily, come on, dammit!" Jack 
calls from the screen. Emily is sitting 
there on the swing. This is it, she 
thought. This is what Oglethorpe meant. 
"Emily if I have to tell you one more 
time..." But it's too late. She takes off. 
Running. She runs to the pier which lay 
suspended on the ocean's surface. She 
runs fast, her legs becoming lost in the 
thick blankets of sand. She hides under 
the pier, on a ledge, clutching her legs 
tightly to her chest. She closes her eyes 
and calls for Oglethorpe. 

She is alone. Alone in the darkness; 
the haunting chants and laughter of the 
gods filling the gaps in the air. She 
cannot see anything but a tiny hint of 
light. Her little flame is dying. 


With the gods' evil voices echoing in 
the background, Emily focuses on her 
thoughts. She thinks of her once bright 
land, a picture perfect land all her own. 
She thinks of how the gods have 
destroyed it and how the Dragon 
deplores it. She thinks of the mother, in 
her frameless cage, oblivious to her 
existence. She feels forsaken. 

Emily looks to the sea. She can see a 
certain beauty in it, a beauty that her land 
never possessed. She watches as the sea 
caresses the shore, watches how it 
delicately carries away the sand and 
shells, each time replacing them with 
new ones. She walks close to the sea and 
lets it swim between her toes. It's a cool 
sensation, one which she has never 
known. "Emily," it sings. She feels the 
wind's breath caressing her neck. She 
hears the name that it's calling, and it's 
hers. The child becomes entranced as 
the waves tumble about each other in 
tongues and wonders what it would be 
like to become a part of this large body 
of water that covers so much of the earth. 

With a giant leap, Emily plunges her 
body into the sea and it welcomes her. 
She feels its warmth surrounding her like 
an envelope as it carries her deep into the 
center of its body, where she can no 
longer hear gods or Dragons. The sea 
holds her tightly in its grasp, and 
together, they become one. 















































Finding Home 


By: Tom Mannarino 


It was 1:30 a.m. when Jimmy Morgan 
crossed Folsom Street on the south side 
of Fort Worth, Texas on Christmas Eve, ° 
one year and 12 days after driving out of 
Kansas. Jimmy and Cheri had lived 
together for two years when Jimmy's 
restlessness and failed attempts at a 
better life overtook him. His job at the 
steel plant had suffered in the layoffs, 
and never one to weather a storm, Jimmy 
took to the highway. Fueled by the 
resentment and anger at a life of missed 
opportunities and unfair advantages, he 
left Cheri standing alone in the living 
room to look for the home he had never 
known. 

"Don't worry,” she had said, "things 
will pick up for us.” 

Her patience, once a source of great 
comfort to Jimmy, only served to irritate 
him in their final months together. 

"T can't wait around here anymore." 
Jimmy paced and drank one beer after 
another, crushing the cans and leaving 
them scattered. 

"Where are you going,” she said. 

At the time, he had wished she would 
get angry, throw something, curse him, 
anything that would have made it easier 
for him to walk out. She picked up the 
cans instead. 

"Buddy said his brother's construction 
company is hiring. It's a really good 
opportunity. I can't pass it up." 

"In Texas,” she said. 

"Cheri, I thought you'd be happy. 
This is a big break for me.” 

"You're leaving," she said, having to 
hear herself say the words. "Jimmy, I 





don't understand what you're looking for 
anymore." Small and still she looked 
like a little girl alone in a house that 
wasn't hers. 

"No, you wouldn't. Don't you see 
Cheri -- that's the difference between you 
and me. You're content with life the way 
itis. Always talking about changing 
your life. Going back to school 
someday. Becoming a nurse. Someday. 
When, Cheri? Huh?" 

"Don't yell at me," she said. 

"Never. That's when. But not me, 
Cheri. I can't wait around for things to 
happen anymore, because they don't just 
happen. You have to go out and find it." 

"Bind what?" she said, her eyes filled 
with defiance. "Just tell me what you're 
looking for, Jimmy. What is it?” 

"T'll know it when I see it," he said 
before shoving open the front door, 
determined in time to show her he had 
found his heart's desire, clutched in his 
hand to hold up before the world. 

"But what if it's too late," she 
answered to nothing but the stillness of 
the room. 

With hands thrust in pockets, Jimmy 
recalled the sound of his squealing tires 
which led him, all these months later, to 
this oil dark street set down below the 
flat, cold skyline behind him. 

The squat warehouses and dilapidated 
buildings, which surrounded him, jutted 
irregularly from the dismal urban 
landscape. Huddled on the darkened 
corner was the pub where Jimmy was 
now headed. Above its door hung a sign 
dulled with years of exhaust fumes and 
dirt, Paradise Lounge, it read, in curving 
script accented with a blue neon martini 
glass tilting this way and that. 























Jimmy pushed open the doors and 
stepped into its darkened interior. The 
smell of stale beer and cigarettes mixed 
with the sound of slurred speech and 
cackled laughter. Jimmy bid hello to 
several groups of dark figures clustered 
at scattered tables. Janie, the waitress ~ 
from the Woolworth's Counter. Roy, 
who worked out at Fort Worth Honda. 
Ray of Ray's Deli. On the juke box Mel 
Tillis bid everyone a "Holly Jolly 
Christmas." 

Jimmy ambled casually up to the bar. 

"Walker, how goes it my good man?” 
He said to the bartender. 

"Allright. Not too bad. Slow fora 
Friday night. What can I get for you, 
Jimmy." 

"Cuervo up, Bud back." 

"The usual?” Walker smiled. 

"The usual,” Jimmy smiled back. 

Jimmy was drawn to Walker, a still 
handsome man in his 50's, in the way 
one is attracted to shades of themselves 
discerned in another's life. Jimmy know 
Walker had been around. He understood 
Jimmy's need to keep on going, his 
addiction to change, his dream of a better 
life. 

Over their year-long friendship, the 
two shared tales of favorite cities: New 
Orleans, St. Louis, Santa Fe. The best 
place for a cheap meal. The best bar for 
country music. The best town for night 
life. But what brought Jimmy back again 
and again was hearing about the places 
he hadn't yet been: New York, Chicago, 
Miami. Over tequila and beer, Jimmy 
imagined how he would conquer them 
all, one by one. And how, in each one, 
he might discover the place he could call 
home. 


Walker poured a deep shot of amber 
tequila into a drinking glass, placed it on 
the counter and turned to fish the 
Budweiser from inside the refrigerator. 

"Any luck with the prospects you've 
been looking at?" He asked Jimmy, 
prying the top from the bottle. 

"No...No. Nothin’ yet. But you 
know, I heard from Pete, there was an 
electrical company looking for some 
installers. So I was going to check them 
out next week. After the holidays.” 

The possibility of another dead end 
made Jimmy grab impulsively for the 
tequila and swallow it in one gulping 
mouthful. Things hadn't exactly panned 
out the way he had hoped the night he 
drove out of Kansas in the rain. The 
construction company he planned to 
work for had folded three months after 
he arrived and Buddy got engaged, 
leaving him on his own. Jimmy took the 
usual assortment of jobs to keep himself 
afloat along the way, video store clerk, 
auto mechanic, fry cook. His 
determination to succeed was matched 
only by his conviction never to admit 
defeat. 

"Merry Christmas Walker,” Jimmy 
saluted with the beer bottle. 

Walker smiled back. 

"You know I've been thinking," 
Jimmy said, feeling the tequila work its 
warm magic, “I hear Dallas has got a lot 
happening right now.” 

"Oh?" 

"Yeah, maybe that's where I need to 
be.” 

"How's that," Walker said. 

"IT don't know. Things ain't happenin’ 
for me here. But I hear Dallas is really 
booming right now. I hear the women 





























are beautiful and there's plenty of 
opportunity for a guy like me. Yep. The 
more I think about it, Dallas sounds like 
my kind of town. It's my New Year's 
resolution. I need a new beginning, a 


fresh start." It was the same line Jimmy | 


told his brother when he left Mississippi 
in the dead of night for Kansas City three 
and a half years ago, before the shining 
coin of promises went dull with false 
starts and bad luck. 

Jimmy swallowed a second tequila 
and ordered another. 

"Happy New Year," he beamed. 
"Here's to Dallas, home sweet home." 

Walker smiled with irony and shook 
his head. 

"You know, I've been a lot of places, 
Jimmy." 

"Damn straight Walker. That's why 
we're so much alike, you and I. We're 
kindred spirits. And you know what? 
The world just doesn't understand men 
like us. They want to hold us down, 
keep us back. You and I, we understand 
each other. We keep lookin’ for that 
place we can call home." 

Walker, who was polishing a glass, 
stopped what he was doing and leaned 
both hands on the bar in Jimmy's 
direction. 

"It's like driving through the desert, 
isn't it Jimmy?,” he said, "You can see a 
shining lake of water right there on the 
horizon. But when you get there, it's 
gone. It's moved up ahead of you just 
out of reach. But you keep on driving. 
Right? Because, if you don't you just 
might die of thirst." 

"Yeah! That's it,” said Jimmy. 

"Yeah, I know. But for me, it wasn't 
just cities and towns but countries, whole 


continents. Las Vegas, Madrid, London, 
leven tried to make a go of it in Hong 
Kong once. But you know what? I got 
up one morning and I might as well have 
been in Cleveland. They all became the 
same in the end. It was life's little joke. 
Against all my struggles to create 
newness, they all became the same.” 

Jimmy's face darkened. 

“What do you mean the same," he 
said. "They can't be the same. There's 
something new in every town. 
Something you haven't tried. Haven't 
seen.” 

"But you're the same," Walker said. 
"And that's when I stopped driving 
through the desert. You know why, 
Jimmy?" 

Jimmy sat quietly, not wanting to hear 
the answer. He tried to swallow but his 
mouth was dry like sun-cracked earth. 

"That the horizon is just a line, 
Jimmy. That's all it ever is. Nothing 
more. Life is what happens in all the 
stops along the way. It's happening right 
now, right here. In this dark corner of 
this bar on Christmas Eve. Like it or not, 
this moment in time will never come 
again. It may not be the way you 
planned or how you hoped, but it's 
precious all the same Jimmy. Don't pass 
it by.” 

"But what about the future. There's 
opportunity. There's change. Don't tell 
me you're hanging around here because 
you love it so much. If you had a better 
chance you'd be gone tomorrow. You 
know it and I know it. And if you were 
smart you'd hang out your "for sale" sign 
right now, get in your car and drive 
away." 








Walker reached up to the mirror 
behind the bar and pulled down a dog- 
eared photo taped there. He held it out 
for Jimmy to see. It was a picture of 
Walker with a dark-eyed beauty, both 
smitten, arms wrapped around each other 
in a warm, true embrace. 

"That's why I stay Jimmy," he said. 
"Because after 27 years of driving 
through the desert, I realized when 
you've found that, you've found home." 

Jimmy sat quietly feeling the weight 
of Walker's words. 

"There's no where to run to Jimmy," 
Walker said in a low, hushed tone. "It's 
better to stand and fight. Because, in the 
end, life is where you make it.” 

Walker was hailed to the end of the 
bar by acustomer. Jimmy sat facing the 
mirror behind the bar, not seeing himself. 
He was paralyzed with an inability to 
express himself. The liquor which had 
fueled his righteous anger and 
determination all these years turned on 
him now like a blinding searchlight 
aimed at his soul. And the image that it 
burned there was of Cheri standing small 
and still against the Christmas tree as 
Jimmy walked out the door. 

Without warning, the images of their 
life fell about him in a deluge of Cheri 
cooking dinner, her back straight and still 
as she bent at the oven door, her warm 
dark eyes, the soft curving line of her 
neck, how she woke him in the morning 
with a soft kiss between his shoulder 
blades. The pictures floated about him 
as if in a dream, assembling themselves 
into a stained glass portrait of their life, 
when Jimmy's angry words returned 
abruptly shattering its delicate beauty. 
The crystal shards pierced Jimmy's heart. 


"\ this moment in time will never 
come again..." Walker's words echoed 
back to Jimmy with insistence and 
clarity. 

Walker announced the last call and 
the juke box trailed off. In the wake of 
silence, Jimmy was seized with the 
determination to call Cheri. Now. 
Tonight. To hear her voice and tell her it 
was alla mistake. That he had been 
wrong. That their life together could be 
just the way she had imagined. The way, 
in his heart of hearts, he had always 
wished it could be. 

If he left tonight, Jimmy thought, he 
could be in Kansas City by tomorrow. 
Yes, he would be home in time for 
Christmas. Home. It was a word that, 
for the first time, had a picture behind it. 
A sound. A smell. 

Sliding a fistful of quarters from the 
bar, Jimmy walked unsteadily to the pay 
phone in the back room. Graffiti littered 
the walls and a bare bulb radiated an 
ugly light from the ceiling. He was 
surprised to feel his heart pounding as he 
punched in Cheri's number. He checked 
his reflection in the telephone's chrome 
his vision skewed by alcohol and regret. 
He was for the first time, the unforgiving 
portrait of a drunk. 

The phone rang twice. 

"Hello?" said the voice. 

"Cheri?" 

A pause followed. 

"Jimmy?" the voice said. 

"Yeah, it's me. How are you?" 
Jimmy said, wiping his palms on his 
thighs. 

"Well, I'm fine. How are you?” 
Where are you?" 














"T'm in Texas. In Fort Worth. I was 
sitting here and I was thinking about you. 
I just wanted to call to see how you 
were. We haven't talked in a while.” 
Jimmy traced greasy circles in the 
chrome. 

"Well, I'm doing fine. how are things 
with you? How's Buddy?" 

"Who knows. He got engaged and I 
haven't seen him in a few months." 

"Oh, that's too bad. I'm sorry to hear 
that," she said. 

"Yeah. So how are you? You sound 
good.” 

"Oh boy, so much has happened, you 
know," she said. 

"Like what?" 

"T'd love to tell you all about it but I'm 
meeting some friends tonight and I'm 
already late...” 

"Oh," Jimmy said. He tried to think 
of the words he now wanted to say but 
they caught in his chest and not having 
the courage, he scraped anxiously at the 
floor with the steel tip of his cowboy 
boot. 

"Gail and Barbara from work?" he 
asked. 

"No. Some new friends. From 
school.” 

"School?" 

"Yeah, I'm back in school," she said. 
"Gosh, we haven't talked in so long, I 
forgot. I'm finally finishing my degree, 
Jimmy. I've got an internship lined up 
with St. Joseph's Hospital in the spring. 
I'm really excited. How about you? 
How's that job working out for you? The 
construction job.” 

"Oh, it's all right," Jimmy said, not 
having the heart to tell her the truth. 


"But you know I think there might be a 
better opportunity for me in Dallas." 

"Same old Jimmy," she said. 

A long silence passed between the 
two. 

"Jimmy, I have to go now," she said. 

"Okay...Wait," he said urgently. 

"What..." there was a hint of 
exasperation in her voice that made him 
suddenly feel foolish for calling. 

"Um...I just wanted to say...I just 
called to say..," Jimmy pushed himself 
toward the phone, face up against the 
wall, "Oh God, Cheri. I love you.” 

"That's so sweet," she said chiperly. 

"Maybe we can...I don't know, maybe 
we can get together soon,” he suggested, 
hoping she would set a date, make a 
plan. 

“Oh, that would be nice, but listen, 
I'm going to be late. I really have to go 
now. Give me a call sometime next 
week." 

"Okay Cheri." 

"Bye, Jimmy." 

"Wait," he shouted again. 

This time it was only met with 
silence. For a moment, Jimmy thought 
he could hear music playing softly in the 
background. 

"Okay, you have to go now," he said. 
I'll let you go. Maybe...maybe I'll see 
you soon." 

"Yeah, maybe,” she said. 

But he knew he wouldn't. Because, to 
Jimmy, she sounded like somebody who 
had just found home. 





_ Regina Dilgen 
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